i42               JACOB'S ROOM

" There's not much to be said for this sort of
thing, is there ?" said Timothy Durrant to Jacob.

" Women like it"

" Like what ? " said Charlotte Wilding, com-
ing up to them.

" Where have you come from ? " said Timothy.
" Dining somewhere, I suppose,"

" I don't see why not," said Charlotte.

" People must go downstairs," said Clara, pass-
ing. " Take Charlotte, Timothy. How d'you
do, Mr. Flanders."

" How d'you do, Mr. Flanders," said Julia
Eliot, holding out her hand. " What's been
happening to you ? "

"Who is Silvia ? what is she ?

That all our swains commend her ? "

sang Elsbeth Siddons.

Every one stood where they were, or sat down
if a chair was empty.

" Ah," sighed Clara, who stood beside Jacob,
half-way through.

" Then to Silvia let us sing,
That Silvia is excelling;
She excels each mortal thing

Upon the dull earth dwelling.
To her let us garlands bring,"

sang Elsbeth Siddons.